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" Be Thou our great Deliverer still, 

Thou Lord of life and death ; 
Restore and quicken, soothe and bless, 

With Thine Almighty breath ; 
To hands that work, and eyes that see, 

Give wisdom's heavenly lore, 
That whole and sick, and weak and strong. 

May praise Thee evermore." 
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Ko "Mis. i'atg/* 

" My Lady," 

In compliance with your 

wish I have published these little sketches, 

reminiscences of Hospital Life, hoping they 

may interest others, and incline them to 

shew to Hospital Sisters the same loving 

sympathy and help which yoa have always 

given to me. 

Yours gratefully, 

A SISTER 
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HOSPITAL EXPERIENCES. 



■ J 



I. 

A SORROWFUL CASE. 

It needs very little knowledge of any 
hospital to be able easily to understand how 
many cases of sin and wretchedness, of 
want and suffering, are to be found within 
its walls. The great world of London alone 
has so many sad stories ; and the broken 
lives, as sick often in soul as in body, find 
their last refuge within the hospital doors 
— happy if the healing they find there for 
one can be extended also to the other. 
Such stories must always be interesting as 
memories to the nurse — and as stray 
experiences from the sin and suffering of 
life they may have some interest for the 
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outside world as well. It is of such that 
we have now to tell, and without further 
preface we will begin. 

It was a cold bitter winter afternoon, and 
the " Sister " had just left the little chapel 
where twice a day they met for prayers, 
when a more than usually loud peal at the 
hospital bell, and a rather more than usual- 
commotion at the door, seemed to intimate 
that a peculiarly bad, or in hospital phrase, 
" most interesting " case had arrived. 

" Some work for you to-night. Sister L.," 
said a tall rather severe-looking " Sister " to 
a small woman at her side. " The house 
surgeon reports the new case as one of 
attempted suicide from arsenic." 

" Yes," was the quiet rejoinder, but an 
anxious expression passed over the fece of 
the speaker, and a silent prayer for help 
rose from her heart; 

Five minutes to lo P.M. Sister L. stands 
at the ward door, where the new case is 
being watched. " No case for you. Sister," 
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said the great burly kind porter, as, on hear- 
ing the Sister's step, he appeared at the ward 
door ; " can't endure the sight of a woman." 

"No," and the "Sister" retires, fully 
resolved to be installed by that "now 
case " before long. But B. is by no means 
a man to be contradicted, and she must 
quietly wait till the merry-faced genial 
surgeon makes his appearance, and has 
been attended round the wards. Then; 
" Mr. W., may I not go to the ' new case ' ? " 

" Certainly, Sister, if you are cautious, and 

I know you are." Permission being thus 

given, and kindly good-nights exchanged. 

Sister L. again encounters the formidable 

B., and having explained that the house 

surgeon has given her leave, takes up her 

lonely position, and surveys her new patient. 

He is a young man of scarcely thirty, with 

a face that is not unpleasing, though 

exceedingly pale now with pain, evidently of 

mind and body. " Go away, oh, I cannot 
see a woman's face," are the first words 



} 
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which greet the " Sister." " You will not 
mind in a little while ; I am come to take 
care of you through the night," was the 
quiet answer, in the voice of one accustomed 
to sick-beds. The patient took no further 
notice ; and the " Sister " quietly sat on till 
a louder groan than usual, and the exclama- 
tion, "Would that I could die!" convinced 
her that there was no chance at present of 
sleep for him. So, seeking to soothe him, 
she said : " My friend, God has been very 
good to you ; you are recovering, although 
at first we despaired of your life." 

" God is not good — I wish I could die — 
Oh, this awful pain ! " was the answer. 

^' What if you had died ? What if this 
pain had been lasting ? " 

" You mean hell ; oh, I have had hell, as 
bad a hell as ever man dreamt of in my heart. 
I believe in no worse hell than that." 



\ " Sin brought that misery ; Christ came 

' to save from sin, and from misery," was the 

; answer. 

f 
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The sick man looked up at his nurse, 
and after a few moments said, " Will you 
hear my story ; at least if I can tell it to one 
like you?'* A moment's pause, and then 
the " Sister " said, " If it would in any way 
ease or comfort you to tell it, I will listen." 
And so, kneeling by his side, her face 
covered in her hands, the " Sister " listened 
to a tale of such wickedness, such over- 
whelming temptation and wrong, that more 
than once she could not repress an exclama- 
tion of grief and wonderment; not often 
though, for at the first sign of distress the 
patient said, " I cannot tell you, it is not fit 
for your ears," and became silent once more. 
However, the " Sister " bade him continue, 
and heard the sad tale to the bitter end, 

"Now," was the question as the sick 
man ended, " why did God let me sin so ? 
why did He give me such feelings, to lead 
me into wrong?" 

"Dear friend, God did not make you 
thus/' was the answer ; " in the feelings He 
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gave you there was no sin, but He made 
you a reasonable being to govern your 
passions, and you let them rule and govern 
you. You forgot God, went far from 
Him, and so sinned against Him, and 
against those you loved best, and then 
selfishly, to escape seeing their grief, you 
sought to rush madly right into the presence 
of God. Oh, thank Him for His great 
mercy in sparing you." 

Night after night until the patient re- 
covered, and went- out to appear at his trial, 
the Sister sought thus to lead him to his 
God; to her the man softened much, but 
otherwise he seemed hard and unthankful, 
and her earnest prayers on his behalf 
appeared unanswered still. 

The last night came, and sadly the Sister 
said to her patient, "My words have not 
touched you, or convinced you of your sin 
and the love of Christ, but one last request 
I have still to make to you. Will you take 
this little Testament, and read it through?" 



A SORROWFUL CASE. 15 

" For your sake I will," he replied, and 
with a grateful farewell he left. 

Months passed away, when one night the 
nurse, as she brought the midnight meal, 
said, " Sister L., do you remember ? " 

" Oh yes." 

" Well, he has been here to-day, wanting 
much to see you, but you were sleeping, and 
Sister D. would not let you be disturbed. 
He bade me remember him kindly to you, 
adding, ' Tell the little " Sister " I did not 
heed much at the time what she said to 'me 
at nights, I only thought that religion was 
very well for one like her. But while I have 
been in prison these three months, I have 
read her Testament through, and now I know 
she was right, and I hope to follow the right - 
way in America, where I am now going.' " 

And the Sister thanked God and took 
courage. 
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II. 

OUT OF WORK. 

The next story illustrates the result of a 
word of advice, spoken in season. How often 
the opportunity for such counsel occurs in 
a hospital all warders and assistants there 
must know, but seldom perhaps is such 
counsel so promptly followed as in the in- 
stance before us. 

The clock of a neighbouring church had 
just struck one a.m., and the Sister of ■ 
Hospital, congratulating herself on a quiet 
night, was finishing her nocturnal meal, 
when the house surgeon presented himself 
at the sitting-room door, with a troubled 
and somewhat perplexed look on his usually 
bright and cheery face. 

" Curious case in the Surgery, Sister ; I 
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cannot make it out ; the man is very ill, so 
ill that we must admit him; but what is 
really the matter with him I cannot dis- 
cover. He complains of great pain, is in 
a very excited state, with pulse and heart 
going at a fearful rate. He is not drunk, I 
am sure, nor is he poisoned, and I am 
completely puzzled." 

" Perhaps," replied the Sister quietly, 
"he is in trouble of mind; may I go to 
him?" 

"I hardly like to let you do so," said 
the house surgeon; "he seems scarcely a 
fit case for you to be alone with." 

"I am not at all afraid, if you will 
kindly allow it." 

Permission being given, the Sister went 
into the ward where the new patient had 
been placed. He lay with his face hidden 
in the pillow ; deep sighs and heavy groans 
showed that he was not sleeping. 

Gently placing her hand on his shoulder, 
the " Sister" said in a low voice, " My friend, 

B 
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you are in trouble ; would it ease you to tell 
it to me ? Shall we talk it over ? " 

A start and a firmer clasp of the hand 
showed he heard, but there was no re- 
sponse, 

" Never mind," continued the Sister ; " if 
you cannot or will not tell me, tell it to One 
who knows all now and can help and comfort 
you as I could not." 

Slowly the face was uplifted from the 
pillow, and at once the " Sister " saw that her 
patient was of a superior rank in life to most 
of those she usually nursed. Long and 
earnestly did he look at her, and then, with 
a murmured " God ! how diflferent from 
the faces I have been with ! " he buried his 
face in the pillow once more. 

Silence for a few minutes, and then burst 
forth a terrified cry, " I shall die ; I am 
dying ! " 

" Oh dear, no," coolly replies the "Sister." 
" You are not dying at all, you are going to 
live — to live a better life than ever before." 
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"Oh hush, hush! that is just as my mother 
would speak. mother, mother ! " 

" My friend, God sent you here ; God ig 
speaking to you now." 

" Oh, don't ! Oh, why are you like my 
mother? why do you make me think of 
her? 0! mother! home!" 

" Dear friend, God is making you think 
of your mother. God sent me to you to 
remind you of His love, and her love." 

" God love me ? — no, no ! " 

" He does love you. He sent you here. 
You have been wandering far from Him. 
To-night He will bring you back if you will 
let Him. Oh, do come to your Father again." 

Silence for a moment and then — "I 
could tell you. Will you listen to my 
story ? " 

And so there followed the old sad tale. 
A youth fresh from the country, and from his 
home and mother, led astray ; till the head 
of the establishment where he was employed 
lost all patience with him, and dismissed him 
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at last. Euined and shut out from work, 
he found himself now, sick and well nigh 
penniless, in the hospital. 

But only anger against his employer 
filled his mind ; his experience had taught 
him no real repentance yet. 

The story ended, " Sister " said quietly, 

" I do not think Mr. was to blame. 

This was not your first ofience ? " " No." 
"Nor your second?" "No." "Nor your 
third?" "No." "And, moreover, your 
evenings have been spent in places and 
among those who have made the thought of 
mother and home painful and bitter now, 
instead of sweet and pleasant, as they were 
once and should be still ? " 

" Yes, it is so ; but how do you know ? " 

" Alas ! I have nursed many a one like you ; 
the story is common enough to every hospital 
nurse in London." 

" What can I do ? what will become of 
me?" 

" One thing at least you must do. Go 
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to Mr. , tell him you are sorry, and ask 

him to try you once again." 

" No, oh no, never that." 

" It is the only way, my friend ; God sets 
it before you ; take the right step." 

"No; never." 

"God in infinite love sent you here in 
your misery, will you again turn away from 
His love ? " 

" What if Mr. should reject me ? " 

" Trust that to Grod ; take the first right 
step, and leave the rest to Him." 

" Is there no other way ? " 

" None. You have sinned : confess that 
sin to God, and make all the reparation you 

can to Mr. . Oh, do not turn away 

again from the loving voice of Him who so 
loved you as to live and die for you, the 
God-Man." 

Silence followed ; the heart and pulse had 
ceased to beat so wildly, and soon the gentle 
breathing showed that the patient slept. 

Quietly and wearily the "Sister" still 
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stood till morning light dawned, then silently 
commending her '' new case " to the loving 
Saviour, she slipped her hand from his and 
retired. 

Ten P.M., the following night. Sister L., 
entering the male ward, finds the new case 
gone ; his bed stands ready for another. 

" Well, Sister ! " exclaims the house sur- 
geon as they meet for the nightly round, 
**what did you do to that man? Last 
night he was so ill, and this morning I found 
him so much better that I discharged him ; 
yet certainly he was very ill last night." 

"He wanted help and comfort," replied 
the Sister, " and I gave it to him." 

Days passed by, and though she often 
thought and prayed for the young clerk, the 
" Sister " heard nothing from him. 

At last a note was brought to her one 
day; it was from him, and contained these 

words : " I did go back to Mr. , he 

has taken me on again. God sent you to 
me that night. Sister, never give up the 
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work you are doing, God has fitted you for 
it. Ha has and He will bless you in 
it." 

Need we say the help and comfort that 
such a message brought ? 
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III. 

AN HOSPITAL SUNDAY. 

There are sadder tales to follow, but these 
also should be told. The first is a Sunday 
story. Let us begin by describing how the 
Sisters spend that which, if it cannot be 
altogether to them a day of rest, may still 
be the best and happiest of the seven. For 
Hospital work needs its Sabbath indeed. 
It is Sunday morning, a little before 8 

A.M. Sister appears in the ward, 

dressed for early service, but before leaving, 
she goes round to each bed and inquires of 
every patient how he has passed the night. 
Then for a brief hour at early Communion 
the cares, the sins, and the sorrows of her 
own and others are laid at the Saviour's feet, 
and strength and help are implored for the 
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future. Well the worker for Christ knows 
how sorely they may soon be needed. 

Very bright and pleasant the ward looks 
on the Sister's return. There is a Sunday 
air of quietj the birds in the aviary, which 
fiUs one window, are twittering merrily, the 
large Persian cat is stretched full length 
before the fire, and one table is covered with 
brightly bound Sunday books, including a 
large picture Bible and Scripture coloured 
prints. 

The morning medicines being given and 
other work done, a bell is heard summoning 
all the patients who are able to go to the 
service held in an adjoining gallery. Several 
of them at once rise and go, but on a bench 
at the other end some are sitting, able, but 
alas! not willing to move. The Sister, 
however, intends that they shall, though her 
authority does not allow her to force their 
attendance; so with a cheerful voice she 
says, " Well, my men, the bell has rung ; 
come along." Then many and various are 
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the reasons given for remaining round the 
fire — idle excuses all. Tears fill the Sister's 
eyes as she quietly says, " And they all with 
one consent began to make excuse." No- 
thing more is said, but presently, greatly to 
the Sister's surprise and pleasure, the men 
rise and proceed to chapel, where the ser- 
vice is short and hearty. Eetuming from 
chapel, the patients gather round the fire 
again and discuss the sermon, every now 
and then asking Sister's opinion upon it. 

Now the house surgeon's step is heard, 
and each patient goes to his bedside during 
the doctor's tour of inspection. This over, 
there is time for a little quiet, and armed 
with a large book of Scripture prints, the 
" Sister " seats herself by the bed of a sick 
child ; the other boys gather round her, and 
a Scripture story is soon told. Looking up, 
however, the narrator sees her audience is 
increased, and several of the men are listening 
attentively. 

At twelve another bell rings j books are 
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put away, table and lockers covered with 
clean cloths, and dinner appears. For the 
next half hour. Sister and nurse are busy 
giving out the dinners, cutting up portions, 
coaxing patients to eat, and generally super- 
intending. In an hour dinner is over and 
quiet restored* Then the " Sister " opens a 
pretty cottage piano which adorns the ward, 
and for about half an hour sings to the men 
simple hymns and sacred songs. At three 
P.M. the chapel bell is again heard, and, 
accompanied by the " Sister," all who are 
able go to the service. 

In the evening, after tea, hymns are sung ; 
hymn-books are provided for the men, and 
gathered, some round the fire and some round 
the piano, a pleasant hour is passed. " Let 
us have a good 'un. Sister," said a poor, 
rather depressed man, one Sunday. Where- 
upon out sang the " Sister " an old-fashioned 
Methodist hymn, for she rather suspected 
her hearer had tendencies that way. " Oh 
that be a good 'un, that have done me more 
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good than anything," was the bright response 
as the hymn ended. 

After the singing, a simple story or sermon 
is read, illustrating the way of salvation. 
This is followed by the two last chapters of 
Revelation, and then, after an earnest prayer 
that God would save and bless all her men 
and let us all meet in the " Golden City," the 
" Sister " sends all the convalescents to bed, 
lowers the gas, silences all talkers, and re- 
tires to her own little room off the ward, 
there once again to plead with God for her 
beloved patients. 

This describes a quiet Sunday, but often, 
owing to cases of extreme illness, the pro- 
gramme for the day cannot be carried out. 

Four o'clock had struck, one bright 
summer Sunday afbemoon, and the evening 
hymn was heard from the little chapel, when 
the ward door was hastily thrown open, and, 
borne by four men, a man apparently dying 
was laid on the first bed. "What is the 
case ? " the " Sister " inquires. " Drinking 
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whisky till internal bleeding has com- 
menced — very bad case/' is the answer. 
The necessaiy directions being given, and 
the man settled in bed, the doctors left, and 
the " Sister " quietly took np her watch by 
the bedside. Eestlessly the patient tossed 
&om side to side, and sad was the fear and 
terrible distress depicted on his face, till at 
last, raising himself right up in bed, he 
exclaimed in a voice of agony, " Dying ! O 
God, I can't die, I can't die." '' Why not ? " 
said the " Sister," placing her hand on him ; 
"Ke down and be quiet, or you certainly 
will die. But why is death so terrible to 
you ? " 

"Oh! I have sinned, sinned so that I 
cannot meet God. I have "... And then 
followed the confession of a dark and deep 
crime. 

" Even thcU God can forgive," replied the 
Sister, " if you truly repent, and flee from 
that sin now. Would you continue in it 
if you <mUd i " 
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" Oh ! no, nOj" was the earnest reply. 

Anxious that he should rest, no further 
conversation was permitted, but that evening 
as the " Sister " gathered her men around 
her for evening prayers, " Our brother, now 
dangerously ill," was remembered by them. 

Weeks passed, and, contrary to expecta- 
tion, the patient recovered, and some of his 
history was told (though of the crime he had 
committed he never again spoke, neither 
did the Sister). He was an organist, a 
beautiful musician, and after he partially 
recovered, his great delight was in playing 
on the ward piano. But alas, alas ! the love 
of drink was not overcome ; with returning 
health came again the temptation to sin. 
Very sad was the parting from the hospital, 
after the quiet peaceful months spent there. 

" Good-bye," he said, as he held the 
Sister's hand ; ^' very happy has been the 
time spent here. I have seen what goodness, 
purity, and peace are ; now I must say good- 
hja to them, and go back to" . , . . » 
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his voice failed, and lie quickly left the 
ward. 

Many months after, as he was passing 
through the town, he called to see the 
" Sister." Through drink he had lost his 
place as organist, and now, broken down in 
health, nerve, and spirit, he had joined a 
party of wandering musicians. With shaking 
hand and trembling voice he said, "It is of 
no use. Sister, I cannot give up the drink." 

Another victim of the many thousands 
who yearly perish through alcohol. 
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IV. 
THE HYPOCRITE'S DEATH-BED. 

The last example may serve as an instance 
of the many cases who, after a brief ex- 
perience of the purer life of an hospital, drift 
out into the outer world again, and there 
are lost. 

Two o'clock A.M. Sister L., after an 
anxious and weary day's nursing, is sleeping 
soundly, when a light footstep crossing her 
little room, and a gentle, " Sister, will you 
come?" rouses her. 

" What is it, nurse ? " " Sister, G. is in 
such a state of mind ; he knows he is dying, 
and he is in such terror." " nurse, I am 
so tired ; cannot you repeat some texts to 
him ? " was the weary answer.- 
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"I have. Sister, but it is of no use; do 



come." 



That was enough, and hastily dressing, 
the " Sister " came and knelt by the bedside 
of the sick man. Hardly was she there 
when, lifting up a face of horror, and well- 
nigh of despair, the man exclaimed, " Tell 
me, is there any hope for a hypocrite ? " 

" Yes, the precious blood of Christ clean- 
seth us from all sin. ' God sp loved the 
world . . . that whosoever believeth in 
Hinx should not perish.'" 

" Ah, I know it all ; I have heard it all 
before; it does not touch me now. Listen ; I 
have been a moral man, a good man as the 
world goes, been to church regular, but it 
was all for what I could get from the rich 
folk, all to stand well with the good people ; 
and now I have to meet God. Sister ! 
tell the men, tell all the men in the ward 
not to be as I have been, a hypocrite ; tell 
them it does not do when death comes, even 
if it seem to do well for this world afe fe^" 
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The man's agony and distress were so 
great that the " Sister " could only beseech 
the Lord mercifully to forgive him, and to 
show him that even for him there was 
pardon. He followed the prayer, and after 
a time grew calmer. 

Early in the morning the chaplain came, 
and sought to lead him to Christ as his 
Saviour. As he left the ward he said to 
the " Sister " : " This is one of the most 
difficult cases I have ever attended; the 
mental distress is so great, and the body so 
suffering, it is hard for him to attend to any 
human words at all." Towards the end (for 
he died that day) the sick man became calm, 
but whether from simple bodily weakness, 
or real saving faith in Christ, who can 
say? 

The next evening, when the men assembled 
for prayers, with a faltering voice, amidst dead 
silence all through the ward the " Sister " 
gave G.'s message to them. May she never 
again have such an awful task to perform. . 
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Years have passed since that day, but the 
hypocrite's deathbed is &esh in her memory 
still. 

Let me add to this sad story another 
illustrative of the darkness of ignorance in 
which so many lives are spent. Sad indeed 
is the sick-bed where the presence and love 
of Christ are unknown, where His name has 
a strange sound, and where the suffering 
life can recall no memory connected with 
Him. Yet this ignorance is more common 
than we think. 

Early one morning the " Sister " was 
aroused by the agonising cries of a new 
patient, who had only a few hours before 
been admitted into the ward. "I am 
dyinff, dying !" he exclaimed. Hastily 
g^g inHhe ward, she found the poor 
man in great suffering, both of mind and 
body. Whilst she was vainly seeking to 
soothe and comfort him he suddenly cried 
out : " Pray, oh pray for me ! " 

" That," replied the Sister/' ^<^xi. \s^si^ ^^ 
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for yourself; my prayers will not avail fot 
you unless you go yourself to God." 

" Pray ! / pray ! I cannot." 

" Have you never prayed in all your life?" 

" N'ever — never once." 

"Well, just ask God to forgive you. 
* Him that cometh to me I will in no wise 
cast out.' " 

The man listened attentively ; and then 
asked, " Who said those words ? " 

"Jesus Christ. Have you never heard 
them before ? " 

" No, never. Did He say that ? " 

" Yes, they are His own words." 

The poor man repeated them over and 
over again to himself till just before he died. 

He was about fifty years old, and had 
been a prize-fighter. Apparently, no thought 
of his soul, or desire to care for it, had ever 
entered into his mind before; and apparently, 
too, no one else had ever cared for him. 
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V. 

SOME MORE DEA THBEDS. 

It is not always thus, or hospital life might 
become too hard to bear. Sometimes it has 
seemed as if the very gates of heaven were 
opened when attending the deathbeds of 
some of God's people. 

One I well remember. S. was a very 
quiet man, and of his religious state I knew 
little, if anything. During the first part of 
his illness he was very nervous, but this 
did not continue long, and for the last few 
weeks he seemed quite conaposed. After a 
month's illness the end came. 

It was a busy evening. " Sister " and 
nurses were engaged in their various duties ; 
in the front part of the ward convalescents 
were laughing and jokm^^ \yo^<i ^ *^^ 
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further end screens were drawn round S.'s 
bed, and his wife sat near to see him die. 

As the " Sister " hastily passed the bed 
to another patient she heard S. calling her. 
" Good-bye. Good-night, Sister," and he 
held out his hand. Kneeling down by his 
side, the Sister laid her hand in his, and 
said, " Good-bye, S., till we meet above." 

Raising his eyes, S. burst forth in glad 
exclamations. "Oh joy, oh peace, oh beau- 
tiful, beautiful ! " 

« Whatdoyou see,S.?" asked the"Sister." 
" Oh, it is so beautiful, so bright ! " 
" Do tell me what you can see, S." 
"I could not tell you, Sister. I could 
not say in words.'^ 

Turning from his weeping wife, he asked 
the " Sister," " Why does she cry ? " 
" Because you are leaving her." 
"Oh," continued S., "she should not 
cry; if she could see what I do, she 
would not cry any more ; oh, joy, peace, 
beautiful ! " Then, still holding the Sister's 
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hand, lie said most emphatically, "Sister, 
go on, go on ! " 

" In what ? " she asked. 

" In doing God's work, and so — to — you 
—an abundant entrance — shall — ^be granted." 

Sounds of laughing and merry jokes 
came from the other end of the ward ; sounds 
of busy feet ministering to the sick around ; 
sounds of this world's noise and bustle, 
merriment and sorrow, suffering and woe, 
and above all the bitter wail of the newly- 
bereaved wife : but to the " Sister " Heaven's 
gates indeed seemed opened, and she felt 
privileged to have been permitted to witness 
such a death, and deeply humbled to have 
done so little in the work God had given 

her to do. 

• • • • 

Another death-bed scene also is often 
recalled to memory. 

E. had been long dying, and for some 
time had thought seriously. The change in 
him was evident, especially in the perfect 
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and entire forgiveness that he granted to 
a wretched and abandoned wife, who had 
shown very little feeling towards him during 
his sufferings ; deep was his anxiety about 
her soulj and very touching his earnest 
appeals to her, to give her heart to Christ. 

The end came at last, and that evening 
the " Sister," as was often her habit when 
death was near, dismissed the nurse from 
the patient's bedside, and herself remained 
with him. "0 Sister," he exclaimed as 
she sat down, " all this life, all earthly 
things seem nothing now in comparison to 
Eternity ; lying here as I am now, it seems 
as if there were nothing on earth worth 
living for but to be ready to die. Oh, tell 
the men that earth will be Twthing when 
they come to die. Oh that in life and 
health we could see things as I do now. 
Sister, I have been a great sinner ! " 

" And Christ is a great Saviour," was the 
answer. 
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" My sins rise before me, and hide God's 
face." 

"The blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth 
from all sin." 

" Are my sins pardoned ? " 

" Yes." 

" Are you sure ? " 

" Quite sure." 

" How do you know ? " 

" Because you have come to Christ, and 
those who come He has promised to pardon." 

'' Ah," said the dying man, " when I look 
at my sins it is all dark, and I cannot see 
God's face, they hide it from me ; but when 
I can look at Christ, all is peace. Sister, 
tell them — tell them all of Christ." 
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VI. 

A WOMAN'S INFLUENCE. 

One of the most touching, beautiful, and yet 
sad things to be seen in hospital life, is the 
influence of one whom they look upon as a 
pure and good woman, over the vilest, the 
roughest, the most abandoned of men. 

In more than one case a patient has re-* 
fused to remain, saying, he could not stand 
it, he was not fit to be nursed by " such as 
them." 

It is sad because there seem to be so many 
poor men who have never come across a pure, 
good woman at all ; it is pitiful to think it 
should be so. 

I remember in Hospital a poor man 

was brought into the A ward dead drunk, 
and it; was not till after hours of apparently 
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fruitless effort had passed by that at length 
some signs of life appeared. The Sister 
stood watching by his side, and as he stirred 
a little, she gently laid her hand on his 
shoulder. Opening his eyes with a puzzled 
look, in an astonished and awed, voice he 
asked, " Who are you ? " 

" Your sister." 

*' Sister, my Sister ? oh no. Good God ! 
what a face! so pure, so clean, so white, 
white. No, God never gave me anything like 
that ; oh, if He had, how different I might 
have been ! " 

" God loves you ; God has sent me to you 



now." 



" God loves me ! No, no, He does not. 
Too late, too late for me to be made better 
now." And then followed a storm of fury 
against God. 

" Hush, hush," said the Sister ; " that God 
is my Father, and all my life has been good 
to me. In this ward, never shall a word be 
spoken against Him." 
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^^Well, for your sake I will be silent," 
he replied. 

In vain the Sister spoke to him. 

" Too late, too late," was the bitter cry ; 
" when I go out I shall drink again." 

" Did J say anything bad before her, did 
she see me dead drunk ? " he inquired of the 
other patients. And being answered, " Yes, 
she was here all the time," in spite of all 
entreaties he got up and left the Hospital. 
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VII. 

THE SISTER'S BIRTHDAY. 

That is a sorrowfiil story ; we must think 
now of one more cheerful. For amidst much 
to sadden in hospital work, there is much 
also to encourage. 

It is the evening of " Sister's " birthday. 
The men have had a special birthday tea, 
have wished the " Sister " every good thing, 
have hazarded a few guesses as to "our 
Sister's " age, and are now quietly settling 
down for prayers, when the chaplain appears. 

" Sister, I have something to tell you 
that you will like to hear," 

" Thanks ! — something very nice for my 
birthday ? " 

" Oh, ah, indeed ! please accept every 
good wish. And now I will tell y^^^ 
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When I was away for my holiday a long way 
from here, I was summoned one dark rainy 
night to see a dying navvy ; as soon as I 
entered his hut to my great surprise he at 
once knew me, and warmly welcomed me. 
I failed to recognise him, and said, ' How do 
you know me?' 

" ' sir, I know you well, and 

Infirmary and Sister L. I entered that 
hospital without a thought for my soul ; no 
one that I can recollect had ever once spoken 
to me about it, but I can never forget what 
I learned there, and those ■ ■ ■ ward Sun- 
days especially. Ever since then I have 
tried to keep Sunday like they do there. I 
have got some little books like she used to 
have, and I have gathered my mates round 
me, and read to them, and tried to live 
better.' He died, we believe, saved and 
happy." 

" Sister " could not recollect any personal 
conversation with the man, could scarcely 
even recall the case, but after a time she 
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did remember a young navvy whose warm 
shake of the hand and grateful look as he 
lefb the hospital had struck her at the 
time. 

" I did not like to tell her, I could not 
speak," he had said to the chaplain. 

Blessed and happy was that birthday to 
the " Sister " as she thanked God and took 
courage. 
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VIII. 

GOVERNED BY KINDNESS. 

The power of kindness and sympathy is 
wonderful indeed over the roughest nature. 
I will add two other instances. 

With many cries, screams, and loud lamen- 
tations a huge navvy was conveyed into the 

A ward of Hospital (called in hospital 

parlance the ^^ smash-up " ward, because the 
worst surgical cases were taken there). He 
had fractured his thigh, and much did he 
rebel against the enforced quietness and 
necessary appliances for his recovery. " How 
long am I to lie here ? I can't stand this 
sort of thing," were among the first words 
which greeted the " Sister." 

" Well, nuss," said the wife, who arrived 
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soon after to see her hnsband, " you will 
have a handful ; he be a caution, he be a 
rum 'un with his temper. I wouldn't have 
yer work with him; he be that contra- 



rious." 



" I do not think he will be a trouble to 
me, poor fellow," replied the " Sister." 

" What can I do for him ? " she reflected 
inwardly, however, with some perplexity; 
" he is ' taking it hard,' and he cannot even 
read to divert himself." Suddenly she 
thought of a picture-book; and the next 
morning she said gently, "Perhaps, dear man, 
you might like to look at these pictures, they 
may amuse you a little." Without a word 
the book was taken, but from that hour 
the " Sister " had no more trouble with the 
patient. 

" Well, nuss," said the wife the next visit- 
ing-day, " you have done summut with my 
husband, he be that quiet and pleasant. It 
be all along of that pictur-book. He says to 
me, ^ Then she comed so plea^aaiiVY^^b «q^^^^ 



CO . HOSPITAL EXPERIENCES. 

says, smiling up, " Here's a pictur-book for 
you." Think of that, and she's got so much 
to do with all the men, and she thought 
like of something to please me. She 
knowed I couldn't read. It wot nice of 
her ! ' " 

Another poor man was brought into the 
same ward very ill from an accident. He 
was insensible for many hours, and was 
only fed with milk and ice. After some 
time he recovered, and as he left, " Sister '- 
said, " M., you are leaving well in body, but 
what of your soul ? " 

" Sister ! " he replied, as he held her 
hand, " indeed I am leaving a different man, 
and, please God, I mean to lead another 
life. What made me first think of God's 
love was the love and kindness I met with 
here. You thought those days that I was 
insensible, and indeed I could not speak, 
but it seemed to me one small figure was 
always at my bedside, and the same little 
hand always so gently put the milk and 
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ice to my lips, and that made me 
think." 

Not a word had the man said before, 
and but for her question the " Sister" 
would never have known what he felt. 
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IX. 

THE PET OF THE WARD. 

One more deathbed — this time the death- 
bed of a child. Johnnie N. was the pet of 
the ward, a poor deformed crippled boy, 
who had often before been in hospital. He 
had not a happy home, and his temper, 

been somewhat soured. At first he was 
rather irritable, but gentle firmness and 
tender care soon wrought a great change in 
him. After a time he became much inter- 
ested in holy things; he delighted in reading 
all the books we could find for him, and 
much enjoyed the visits of our good Bible 
Flower Mission woman, with her bright 
cheery talk and simple prayers. 
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Johnnie always chose the hymn for 
" Sister " at prayers, as he was in one 
sense the oldest patient in the ward. His 
illness increased, and gradually he grew 
worse; but he so often rallied again that 
we wondered how long his strength would 
hold out. 

At last the end came, and the doctor told 
" Sister " to let Johnnie know that now he 
could not live much longer. 

His bed was at the bottom of the ward, 
and as the " Sister " went down to tell him, 
she could not help admiring his bright 
sweet look. Propped up in bed with 
pillows, his blue eyes shining and his light 
hair falling in curly locks over his forehead, 
he looked so happy as he sang aloud one of 
his favourite hymns ; for singing he always 
loved. 

" Johnnie dear, God wants you," said the 
" Sister," as she sat down on the bedside. 

" God wants me, Sister." 

"Yes, dear, yon at^ n^t^ '"^^ ^ssa^i^ 
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worse, the doctor says ; and God wants you 
Himself up in Heaven." 

" I do not feel worse. Sister ; I have no 
pain." 

"No, dear, but you are sinking from 
weakness." 

" Going soon, Sister ; when ? " 

" Perhaps to-day, perhaps to-morrow." 

" Shall I see Grod so soon. Sister ;• be in 
Heaven so soon ? " he repeated qmetly. 

All that afternoon the boy's sweet clear 
voice rang through the ward, as he sang 
hymn after hymn. Much did many of the 
older patients marvel, axid several gathered 
round the bed. 

At midnight the summons came. 

" The precious blood of Christ. Washed 
in the precious blood of Christ," murmered 
the dying boy. 

" Sister, Sister." 

The nurse hastily awoke the "Sister," 
but ere she reached Johnnie's bed, con- 
scjousnesa was gone^ 
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" Johnnie, do you know me ? " 

No answer. 

" Johnnie, don't you know Sister ? " 

No gleam of recognition. 

" Johnnie, do you know Jesus ? " 

A sweet tender smile broke over the boy's 
lips, and he went to be with his Saviour. 

The " Sister's " favourite prayer with her 
men had been the petition — '^ Wash us in 
the precious blood of Christ." 

In dying he had remembered it. 
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X. 

A TALK FROM AN OLD NURSE. 

I HAVE been asked to come and talk to you 
a Uttle about nursing this afternoon. 

For ten years off and on, I have been an 
hospital nurse, and have had a good deal 
to do in teaching others ; lady-pupils and 
ordinary nurses. 

I scarcely know any good quality which 
is not needed in this work ; but above all, 
love is requisite. Do not mistake me ; not 
idle sentiment, not tears, not even many 
words, but a self-sacrificing, self-denying, 
self-annihilating spirit. 

No really good nurse ever thinks of 
herself, except as regards her patients. For 
their sakes she cares for her own health 
when necessary: for them she calmly en- 
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dares the sight of suffering : for them she 

Outsiders may think her hard, her patients 
never. 

Before taking a ward myself I felt mi^ch 
a&aid, but a good woman and a capital 
nurse gave me this piece of advice. " Love 
your patients, and all will be well." And 
she was right. 

I can recall now a nurse who naturally 
was most unfit for nursing, awkward with 
her hands, nervous, excitable, and hasty in 
temper. Love enabled her to overcome all 
these faults, at least as far as her patients 
were concerned, and she rose quickly in 
her profession, first to be head of a ward, 
and finally to the matronship of a small 
hospital. 

Love makes you quick to discern your 
patients' wants ; love ^ shows you how to 
help them in a thousand ways. 

Never forget the body you are nursing is 
God's, created as a " tem^'ek oi >Jaa ''^^ 
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Ghost," to be treated reverently, never care- 
lessly, always tenderly and thoughtfully. 

Eemembering this will enable you to do 
happily what otherwise would seem im- 
possible. 

Often when stancling before some poor, 
wretched, degraded, sunken man; injured 
perhaps in a drunken row ; filthy in body, 
equally so morally; it has only been the 
thought, " This is God's creature, made in 
His image, to T)e nursed for Him, and if 
possible brought back to the Heavenly 
Father," which has made it possible for us, 
tenderly, faithfully, and lovingly to minister 
to him. 

This one thought overcomes all disgust, 
all shrinking from the work Christ has 
given us to do for Him. 

Every nurse will remember many such, 
cases ; one in particular I can now recall. 

A more degraded mass of humanity I 

never saw. I was alone in my ward, and it 

took much hard work, and ^jatience, and 
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washing to make the poor creature clean 
and decent enough for the medical inspection. 

The change next morning, when clean 
and recovered from the drink, was marvel- 
lous. 1 

Stroking his burning brow with my cool 
hand, I could not refrain from saying, « Ah, 
you look so nice to-day, like one of God's 
creatures, but how did you look last night ?" 
Hiding his face in the pillow, he murmured, 
" Like a beast." 

Oh, I cannot imagine how any nurse can 
ever touch that accursed drink. Thank 
God, total abstinence is more and more 
gaining ground among nurses. 

Then again, looldng upon the body as 
God's, all parts of it will be alike to you. 

No woman has need of more real modesty 
than » nurse ; no one should be more free 
from foolish prudery, or false modesty. 

Except in delirium or madness, no sick 
man will ever insult his nurse if she be- 
haves properly to liim. ^<^ t^jnj ^<2» «k?^- 
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thing for her patient, if it be done gravely 
and coolly, and never hear a wrong word ; 
more likely he may express his sorrow that 
she should be obliged to do such things for 
him. 

But men know instinctively the kind of 
women about th'fem, and a nurse has much 
need of prayer to be kept pure, both in 
nursing men and women. 

I have found so many wrong ideas afloat 
on this subject that I desire to speak most 
plainly. 

I have had wards of men differing in 
numbers from forty to sixteen; often the 
very lowest of the low. 

Of course sometimes the conversation 
would become a little doubtful, never anything 
worse; but I had simply to say, "My men, do 
you think this talk can be nice or pleasant 
for me to hear?" and instantly there has 
been silence, or an apology. 

Truly, as the proverb says, "A man is 
fFhat a woman makes Mm." 
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Need I say never, never speak impa- 
tiently or harshly to a patient. Eemember, 
however impatient, or exacting, or trying 
they may be, they are probably exercising 
more self-control in one hour than you in 
your health in the whole day. 

Is it easy to be always gentle, when your 
head is aching, and every limb in your body 
in pain? 

Is it easy to be always sweet-tempered, 
when day after day you have to toss and 
turn on the same sick-bed ; too often, alas ! 
without the restftil sense of a Father's love. 

The wonder is that sick people are as 
patient and as good as we often find them ; 
alas ! not seldom showing great self-control 
towards a thoughtless, selfish nurse (for in 
nursing it is selfish to be thoughtless). 

*' Evil is wrought by want of thought, as 
well as want of heart.'* 

And now, a few more words to conclude. 

A happier, a more useful, a more blessed 
life than that of a nurse, you cannot deavc^\ 
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if only it is work andertaken for Christ, 
lived in His spirit, and so made beautifal, 
holy, and happy. 

But I would have every woman count 
the cost before she takes up nursing, for 
indeed there is much from which flesh and 
blood would naturally shrink, and which I 
think only love to Christ can enable us to 
go through bravely and brightly. 

At last, at last shall we hear His voice, 

^' I was sick,, and ye visited me. ... 

" Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one 
of the least of these my brethren, ye have 
done it unto Me." 

"A Sister." 
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